before joy can be purged of the superficial. It was rather
paradoxical, and arose from his sorrow. Death destroys a
man, but the idea of death saves him - that is the best
account of it that has yet been given. Squalor and tragedy
can beckon to all that is great in us, and strengthen the
wings of love. They can beckon; it is not certain that they
will, for they are not love's servants. But they can beckon,
and the knowledge of this incredible truth comforted him.

As he approached the house all thought stopped. Contra-
dictory notions stood side by side in his mind. He was terri-
fied but happy, ashamed, but had done no sin. He knew the
confession: 'Mrs Wilcox, I have done wrong/ but sunrise
had robbed its meaning, and he felt rather on a supreme
adventure.

He entered a garden, steadied himself against a motor-car
that he found in it, found a door open and entered a house.
Yes, it would be very easy. From a room to the left he heard
voices, Margaret's amongst them. His own name was called
aloud, and a man whom he had never seen said, * Oh, is he
there? I am not surprised. I now thrash him within an inch
of his life.'

'Mrs Wilcox,9 said Leonard, 'I have done wrong.'

The-man took him by the collar and cried, 'Bring me a
stick.* Women were screaming. A stick, very bright, de- J
scended. It hurt him, not where it descended, but in the
heart. Books fell over him in a shower. Nothing had sense.

'Get some water,' commanded Charles, who had all
through kept very calm. 'He's shamming. Of course I only
used the blade. Here, carry him out into the air.'

Thinking that he understood these things, Margaret
obeyed him. They laid Leonard, who was dead, on the
gravel; Helen poured water over him.

'That's enough,* said Charles.

*Yes, murder's enough,9 said Miss Avery, coming out of
the house with the sword.
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